ViU                        AUTHOR'S NOTE
that novel were written.   The memory of an illness is
verv            like the memory of  a nightmare.    On
from it in a much enfeebled state I was in-
to direct my tottering steps toward the Indian
a complete change of surroundings and atmos-
phere from the Lake of Geneva, as nobody would
deny.              so languidly and with such a fumbling
that the first twenty pages or more had to be
into the waste-paper basket, A Smile of For-
the most purely Indian Ocean story of the three,
has            by becoming what the reader will see.   I
will only say'lor myself that I have been patted on the
for it by most unexpected people, personally
unknown to me, the chief of them of course being the
of a popular illustrated magazine who  pub-
it serially in one mighty instalment.   Who will
say after this that the change of air had not been
an immense success?
The origins of the middle story, The Secret Sharer,
are quite other.   It was written much earlier and was
published first in Harper's Magazine, during the early
part, I think, of l&ll.   Or perhaps the latter part?
My memory on that point is hazy.   The basic fact
of the tale I had in my possession for a good many
years.   It was in truth the common possession of the
of merchant ships trading to India, China,
Australia; a great company the last years of which
with my first years on the wider seas     The
happened on board a very distinguished
of it, Cutty Sark by name and belonging to
Mr. Willis, & notable ship-owner in his day, one of the
(they are all underground now) who used personally
to  see Ms ships  start on their voyages   to  those
shores where they showed worthily the hon-
house-flag of their owner.   I am glad I was not